The Surxxioindze vito Lamelsretoſndye; 


Wor tyfe map [pue long vndetamde, what workes may be ſo pure, 
What vertuous tting, map flowh ſo, that fautles may endure; 
What things be paſt , oz yet to come, that freely map tciopte, 
O who can ſap he is (5 1uſt , he łtates not (claundcro is vovte. 
This Sclaund:rous pcalcs , doth ryng lo loud, he ſoundes in cucty care, 
Whole craft can tayin ſuch picſaunt tunes as truth wer pꝛeſent theare, 
Dutit is falſhed , fraught with fraudc, and ſongs a noi to hoc, 
Though that he bzing (ome plelaunt popnts, for to mamtarn a lye. 
Che lm ple wyts, at ſoone otgyldte, through ſclaundets ſ werte deccapt, 
But thoſe that knowcs ſuch tiſhen hohes, ſh u fone petceouc tijt bapt. 
Unto whoſc cates and iudacments ke, F boo cõmtnot mp workes, 
To ſaut me ktom, the S:rpeints ſtyn ze, ci idet ad r3132g6ts , 
With healpe of truthe, Þ hope to Ice the v.nome of this Beall, 
Orcls J truſt , in his owne tutnc, fo c i hini (wt rhieicalt, 
Ilthoug ihc whet, his teeth at me, and ſtyngs me with his tongs, 
Pct with the tuſt, J am co tent, to lcarnc to ſufffe wrong, 
SpncePraces pearcs, 4 k&yngs thennclucs, theit Act's x godly la ves, 
Ate (clanud:ed ort, thzough cuypl ronges, and blamed without cawes. 
L ooke what ig Honc, ano truly ment, to put things in good ſtap, 
Are wieſted, 4; ttuctted okt, by cupil tonges J lay. 
Che Preachers voyce, which tietneth wrath, the lonkull to reduſe, 
Doth purchaſe hare, fox tellyng truth: lo, ehis is mans abuſe. | 
Thc chylde doth blaine, the by2chen rod, whoſe (trypes may not be Harde, 
Bicauſc his wyts, vnto his welth, hath verp (mall tegatde. 
The wycked loꝛt whole vice is knowne, by the le which wzttee titit lyues, 
Can not abyde, to hearc theit kauts, but tpil againſt thtym ſitpues. 
The hoꝛſe, can not abyde the whyp, bicauſe it mends his pace, 
Thus cche thing hates. his puniſhment, we let bekoze out kate, 
Thcrfoze Þ blame, this man the lelle, which ſclaundzeth mc fo mouch, 
Ind caſteth benome , lyke the Tode, bicauſe his fauts I touch: 
Wat cauſe in me. what hats in him, what inattter hath he ſought, 
Within this Dauy Dicars Dꝛeame, which fo2 the beſt waz wiough?, 
Kn(o#1c good, tt ts not yll, noꝛ hurtfull vnto none. 
#552 vnto thoſe, that lo es the lyght, it is no ſtumblyng ſtone, 
Butthoſe that ſtands, to watch a tpme . the innocent to ſppll, 
Map wrelt thc truth, clcane out of frame, a tutne good thyngs to pll. 
Out ot the ſwecte, and kapꝛeſt floute the ſpydꝛe poyſon takes, 
And pet the Bet, doth fecde theton, and therwith hony einzzes. 
The Caterpillcr, ſp) ls the fruit, which od made koꝛ many foode, 
The fly likt wyle, wher he doth blom, doth ſtyl moze harm: thi good. 
Thus may pou ſee, as men doo take, the things wheton they looke, 
Thei may it turnc, to good 02 bad , as they applpe the book e. 
B ut cuety man, to his own woꝛke, an honeſt meanyng hath, 
Oꝛelg tholt haſty, ſclaundets tonges, might do good men moch lcath, 
De feeles moch calc, that ſuſttc can, all thyngs a8 thep doo hap, 
Wyo makes a pyt, fot other men, map fall in his owne trap - 
who flynges a ſtone at cucry dogge, which barketh in the ſttete, 
Sali nc uect haue, a iuſt tcuenge, noz haue a pacient ſpyete . 
Thecrforc I ſuſtte, al your woꝛdes, which is mone enemy kaowae, 
F could pou letuc, wit j taunting teatmes, ⁊eede you with pour owne 
But J mpnde not to chocke pour tale, bcfoze the wozlt be tolde, 
Then way 7 haue, frecchopceand leaue, to ſhew pou wher you ſcolde. 
Good (pz it J, ſhulde you ſalute , as you laluted me, 
Then ſhuld J call you. Daup too, and ſo perchaunce pou be. 
Pe multiplp, fyuc names of one, a pꝛogenp pou make, 
Is pour deſcent, dyd come from thence, wherok you latcly ſpake. 
Though ſuch as you, haut nycknamed me in geſt and halfe in ſcozne ; 
Churchyard J am, in Shewilbutpy towne, thei ſap wher J was bozne 
Pou pat your name to others wozkes, the weaklings to begilde. 
Me thtnke you ate, ſomwhat to pounge, to father ſuch a childe. 
Thctrut' therof, is ecth to know, 8 blyndte man map diſcus, 
Pe arc in noinbꝛe, mo then one, ye (ape, bee good to vs. 
pu ſap, J did not anſwete vou: J could no mattict fynde, 
Nu pet can ſce, excepte I ſhulde, at folly waſt my wynde. 
The greateſt ſhame, and moſt tepꝛoch, that any man may haue, 
Is fo to wꝛite, 02 ſcolde with fooles , whole natute is to taue; 
Spncerailing tyms, oꝛe coms pour wits, taltze on à babbte Uyll, 
IJ not entende, avout luch chats, mp pen noz ſpeche to ſppll. 


F neither fume, nos chaunge my moode, at ought that you haue fayde, 
The woꝛld map tudge, pour railyng tong full like a beaſt hath bzap2. 
Jud whercyou lav, pou can p opit out, by lym and leucll both, 
tall the, whens, of Dyc ats dzcame, you ſap you knowc the troth . 
It ie a wiltullignozaunce, to hyde, Jknuwcfull well, 
I taute, agaynſt Juppttcrs ſcate 0z agaynſt bts counſell . 
Pou ht w rout leite, net Juppitits trende, it yon can truly pꝛoue, 
A autem me, and doth tt hyde, for keate oz vet foꝛ loue. 
As fo: m; wozke, and thankles paynes , in this and ſuc!) like caſe, 
I (Hail de teoy to detende, wien you (hall hide pour face, 
@T' 11k pot I tare, wat pou can do, my arounde is tult and true; 
Ou c«.cry word, "911 J dd ſocake, IJfoꝛce not what pe bzue, 
Fyll "ll your cyarg is 0 u, and diſh s city chone, 
_ went" pbeiu f, ano tentet e271 J will caſt you a bon”, 
wic g cha I be het e, coz yo! p ough tha po t wits be fpne, 
I (an ſencpu, vou cut of ſquate, ? om pot t ſcuell and lyne: 
IJwylun t auſwerc wazdef 19 to your retondze yce, 
Bccauſe J fynde no matter there, 1.02 yct no poyut of wyt, 
But bꝛabling blaſts, and fra: tike fpte, and chyding in the apze, 
w1p doo pou fret thus with pour leit, oe man do not dilpayꝛe: 
Though that pour wots, be troubled ſoꝛe, tf you in Bedlem wearc, 
F tymke you ſh ld be tight wel kept, if pou be trended theare ; 
t pou wcri ſcourged onct a day, and ted with ſome wirmemeate, 
Pou wolde come to pour ſelt againe, aftcr this rageofheate, 
Chis map be laid without offence ,it that your wyts pou had, 
pou wolde not lye not taile on me, no2 fare as peu wer mad, 
But as it is attue pꝛouetbt: the thieatned man lyues long, 
your woꝛts can neither hang noz draw, J feate not your pll tong. 
The woꝛld is ſuch it doth contempne, all tholt that vettue haue, 
An cucll tong hath no teſpctt, whoſe name he doth depꝛaue. 
what ts the cauſe of moꝛtall ford, whiche dothe in ttendes arpyſe, 
; But comenly theſeſclaunder tonges, which ſtyll delyts in lycs: 
who maketh wat. who ſowerh ſttift, who bzingeth Kealmes to tuint: 
But plenty, pꝛide and tuell tonges, woſe voyce is nete in tune, 
Che toote and bꝛaunche and cheefeſt grounde, of miſcheefs all and ſome, 
Is euyll tongues, whoſc lugted w32d*, hath woſt men ouctcome, 
The pzooke whcr ok pou put in vſe, pout wozds pe frame and ſet, 
To tteepe into ſome noble herfes , a credit foʒ to get. 
The eatyng wozme wit din the nut, the lwecteſt cutnell ſecke, 
ſo doo you dꝛawe where gapne is got, and thert pou lokt full meetze. 
But vnder thoſe fapzc angels lokeg. is hyd a deueliſh mynde, 
J durſt lap odds who eruſt pou long. full falfe he ſhall pou finde, 
Now to returne vnto the cauſe, which made pou firſt to witte, 
you ſhcw your ſelfe to be a foole, to anſwer me in ſpit, 
Thefirft and laſt that J haue ſcene, ot ali your nipping geare, 
Is not well woꝛth when fruwets cheape,the paring of a ycare, 
Pour ſodayn ſtozmes and thundꝛe claps.vout boaſts and bꝛaggs ſo loude. 
Hath doone no harmethog'; Robyn Hoop ake with poutna clouo 
So leatne againe of litell Jhon , to ſhute in Robyn Hoods bowe, 
O! Dicars dzeame ſhalbe vahtt, ind alt hie, when, I trowe. 
Thes beate Ilcauc, J lyſt not wi, to anſwer w.jer vou taylt: 
De is vuwiſe that tric.cs with lool. wett woꝛds can not pꝛeuaple, 


Finis. 


Domine, ſaluum fat Regem: 
t da patem in diebus nolſtris. 


Thomas Churcharde. 
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